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Induftrlous Souldicrfhip. 

Sgr. The time approaches, 
That will with due decifion mak« vs know 
What we (hall fay we haue,aud what we owe : 
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes relate, 
But certainc ifluc, ftroakes muft arbitrate, 
Towards which,aduance the warre- Exeunt marching 


TheTragedie o/^A4acktL 


Scena Ouinta. 


Enter Macbeth, Sey ton y & Souldiers, with. 
Drum and Colours. 

UMacb. Hang out our Banners on theoutward walls, 
The Cry is ftill, they come : our Caftlcs ftrcngth 
Will laugh a Siedge to fcorne : Heer e let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Ague cate them vp : 
Were they not fore'd with thofe that Ihould be curs, 
We might hauc met them darefull, beard to beard , 
And beatc them backward home. What is that noyfe ? 

A Cry within of Women. 

Sej* It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Macb. I haue almoft forgot the tafte of Feareg : 
The time ha's becne, my fences would haue cool'd 
To heare a Night-ftirieke, and my Fell of haire 
Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and ftirre 
As life were in't. I haue fupt full with horrors, 
Direncfle familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that ciy ? 

Sey. The Queene (my LoH) is dead. 

Macb. Shertiouldhnuedy'deheereafter ; 
There would haue beene a time for luch a word : 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And ail ouryefterdayes,hauelightcd Foolcs 
The way to dufty death < Out, out, breefe Candle, 
Life's bur a walking Shadow,a poore Player, 
That ttruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an ldeot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a OWeffenger. 

Thoucom'ft to vie thy Tongue : thy Story quickly . 

Mef. Gracious rry Lord, 
I fhould report that which I lay I faw, 
But know not how to doo't. 

Macb. Well, fay fir. 

Mef As I did ftand my watch vpon the Hill 
I look'd toward Byrnane, and ancn me thought 
The Wood began to moue. 

Macb. Lyar,andSiaue. 

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if t be nor fo : 
Within this three Mile may you fee it con/ming. 
I fay, a mouingGroue. 

Macb. Jfthoufpenk'ftfhlfe, 
Vpon the next Tree fhall thou hangaliue 
Till Famine cling thee : If thy fpeech befootb, 
1 care not if thou doft for me as much, 
I pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt th'Equiuocation of the* Fiend, 
That lies like truth. Fcare not.tili Byrnane Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood 


Comes toward DunfinainTT^ 
If this which he auouches, do's appcare, ° Ut > 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying h crc 
I 'ginne to be a- weary of the Sun, f 
And wifo th'ettate o th world werenow vriA 
Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come iZl 
At leaft wce'i dye with Harneffc on e Ur backe 

cut 


Scena Sexta. 


Drummc and Colours. 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macdnfl^nd the* s 
mtbVcugbes. 

Mai. Now neere enough: 
Your leauy Skreenes throw downe, 
And (hew like thofe yon are : You (worthy VtM \ 
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne - 
Leade our firft Battell, Worthy Macdufe, an< l w 
Shall take vpon's what elfe rcmaines to do] CC 
According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well: 
Do we but finde the Tyrants power to niohr 
Let vs be beaten,ifwc cannot fight, * 

Make all our Trumpets fpeak,giuc the all breath 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood,& Death, Ex mt 

Alarums contiwei. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 
Macb. They haue tied roc to a ftake, I cannot flye, 
But Beare-Iike 1 muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That was not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Am I to feare, or none. 

Enter 'young Seyward* 
T.Sej. What is thy name? 
Macb. Thou'lt be affraid to bearc it. 
T.Sey. No: though thou cali'ft thy felfe ahotername 
Then any is in hell. 

Macb. My name's Ullacbefh. 
r.JVj.Thediuell himfelfc could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefull to mine earc. 

Macb. No: nor more fearefulh 
T.Sey. Thou lyeft abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
He proue the lye thou fpeak ft. 

Eight , andyoung Seymrd Jlaine, 
Macb. Thou was t borne of woman ; 
But Swords I fmile at, Weapons laugh to fcorne, 
Brandifh'd by man that's of a Womanfcornc. ffxit. 
Alarums. Enter Macdnffe. 
Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant Chew thy face, 
If thou bceft flaine, and with no ftroake of mine, 
My Wife and Childrcns Ghofts will haunt me ftill : 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe armes 
Ate hyr'd to beare their Staues ; either thou-Macbeth 
Or elfe my Sword with an vnbattered edge 
I {heath againe vndeeded. There thou fhould'ft be, 
By this greac clatter, one of greateft note 

Scemes 
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TheTragedie of <:5Macbeth. 
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bruited. Lcc me fade him Fortune, 
^drnorelbcggenot. Exit. 

Enter Lftlalcolme andSeyward. 


Alarums. 


Seu This way my Lord,thc Catties gently rendred : 
The Tyrants pcople,on both fides do fight, 
The Noble Thanes do braueiy in the Warre, 
Theday almoft it felfe profelTes yours, ' 
^ n d little is to do. 

Male- We haue met with Foes 
That ftrike befidevs. 

Sej. Enter Sir,theCaftlc. Exeunt. Alarum 
Enter 'Afacbeth. 

Macb. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye 
On mine ownefword? whiles ]fec liues,the gaflhes 
po better vpon them. 

Enter T/Ucduffe. 

Tiiacd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 

74acb. Of all men elfe I haueauoyded thee : 
But g«t thee backe, my foulc is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 

iJMacd. I haue no words, 
My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villainc " 
Jhcntearmcscan giue thee out. Fight: Alarum 

Macb. Thouloofcft!abom\ 
Ascafie may'ft thou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy kcene Sword tmpreffe.as make me bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Cretts, 
I beare a charmed Life, which muft not yeeld 
To one of woman borne. 

Macd. Difpairc thy Charme, 
And let the Angell whom thou ftill haft feru'd 
Tell thee, Mucduffevids from his Mothers womb 
Vnrimcly ript. 

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue that- tcls mccfo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : 
And be thefc lugling Fiends no more belccu'd, 
That palter with vs in a double fence, 
That keepe the word ofpromife to our eare, 
And breake it to our hope. He not fight with thee. 

Macd. Then yeeld thee Coward, 
And liue to be the (hew, and gaze o'th'rime. 
Wee'l haue thee,as oar rarer Monfters are 
Painted vpon a pole^nd tnder-writ, 
Hcere may you fee the Tyrant . 

Macb. I will not yeeld 
To kifle the ground before young Malcolmes feet, 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. 
Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman borne, 
Yet I will try the laft. Before my body, 
I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Macduffe, 
And damn'd be him, that firft cries hold,enough. 

Exeunt fighting. - Alarums. 


Enter Fighting , and Macbeth fia'me. 

Retr eat ^and Flour if? 9 $.nt er with brummc and Col ou"s % 
MaicolmySeyvpard^Reftc Jhanet& Soldiet 

MaU I would the Friends wemifle, were Tafcarriu'd' 

Sej. Some muft gooff: and yet by thefc I fee, 
So great a day as this i 5 cheapely bought. 

Mai. Aiacdujfe is miffing, and your Noble Sonne. 

Rojfs Your fon my Lord,ha's paid aiouldiers deb?, * 
He onely liu'd but till he was 3 man, 
The which no fooner had his Proweffe confirm'd 
In the vnflirinking ftation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'de. 

Sey. Then he is dead? 

/fy^.I,and broughr off the field: your caufe of forrow 
Muft not be meaiur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end* 

' Sey. Had he his hurts before > 

Isoffe. I 5 on the Front. 

Sej* Why then,Gods Soldier be he : 
Had I as many Sonnes, as 1 haue haires, 
I would not wifti them ro a L.ircr death: 
And io his Knell is knoll'd. 

MccL Hee's worth more forrow, 
And chatllcfpend for him. 

Sey. He's worth no more, 
They fay he parted well 3 and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with hi m. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduffe\mth Macbethshead* 

Macd. Haile King, for io thou art. 
Behold where ftands 

Th' Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free : 
I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pcaile, 
That fpeake my falutation in their minds : 
Whofe voyces I defire alowd with mine. 
Haile King of Scotland, 

All. HaileKingofScotland# Flourifc. 

MaL We (bail not fpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your feucrail loues, 
And make vs eucli with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earlcs, the fit ft that euer Scotland 
in fuch an Honor nam'd : What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our cxil'd Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruell Minifters 
Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene ; 
Who(as 'tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 
Tooke offher life. This 9 and what needfull elfe 
That call's vpon vs, by the Grace of Grace, 
W e will pcrforme in meafure^imejand place : 
So thankes to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom wt inuite, to fee vs Crown d at Scone. 

Flomfhm Exeunt Omnes\ 


FINIS. 
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